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I call it," laughed Mr. Hirai., for Grandpa Sawada
is seventy-two.
All the colours of the rainbow battled on the
kimono and obi of Mrs. HiraL Above them rose a
calsomined neck supporting a patient face topped
by scraggly black hair.
"She's my wife," Air. Hirai announced in a
matter-of-fact manner. "She works, too. Al-
ways has to. Even when she's going to have a
baby. She likes it. Good exercise. Keeps her
fit."
The person in question responded with a
smile and said that the job would not be so bad if
only she could find a way to avoid using her feet
so much, "They get awfully tired/' mumbled
Mrs. Hirai whose accomplishment is the samisen.
Mrs. Hashimoto suddenly realized that she
was the next in line. Abruptly recalled to cons-
ciousness, she closed her perpetually open jaw and,
for the moment, looked a litde< less stupid than
usual. But she had nothing to say as evidently
her thinking mechanism had atrophied during the
process of handing out handbills which did all
her talking for her. It made life very simple.
She went back to eating and staring.
"That's the gang to-day. The trumpeter is
out of commission with a hoarse throat. He